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WHY BOYS LEAVE HOME 





) 
vie 


| ' 
iy | eae 


/f@ oe 
Waa? 




















rette 
sent 


‘a 
é 
32 


ie 
and 





f ; pa Yj 
( S447> 1 
hi LMA 7, 25 Yj Y, Yj Lif Ui 
Y WHA Y Vf YY Y ) y 
/ Y &Y Yj} . / i] } 
Wf oy 
YAY I 


= 
Yr, 
y 
— SS > 
>= — NERS 8 0 
SSS 
= SSS 
> SSA ni ho ey 
: VSD ASS WN 
= 


Yi 
Wit] 
td)’ il / 


—S==> 


—S—>= 


LLS=S= 


— 
—— > 
~ S 


SSX WS 
= SS 


= 
— 7 S . 
= ~ ~_ N . = 
= —— ~ >= SRA RT ow 
— ~ Sans SVE og 
= = SSS S SL ’ 
= — S. SSS) SSS Se 
= = = = = SSr ~ > 
== SS a SS SES . . Y zm. 
TS = : WAGES SS Sth \ 
——. Wis IT ~S wy. 
S < Mg ~ ~ 8 . 
EAS SY Sa S SN \y Se . 
\ NS S SNL Ny ‘ 
SS Y 3 SS AR 
: ~~ WY HSH yy >> ¥ hy ’ 
= »> Pe : . aa 
= SS HYAQY 
> == = Pr te x | 
= = aor S\\ “- Lid// 
= = SS Se AW os SAF - 


—— 


SSS 
SSS 





Ss ——S—— 
SSS 


yf) Wa 
y Uj 
MW 
Y WY 
f UG 
4 Vig A, 
My WY ] 
A 
MW) ha 
erie it WHE ie Y 
y MN TY) Ms, Ki 
! BIW MY YLIY 
{ WW | | KY ii Wp You J, 
BTA CORT EY Mf 
I ny HT} N/ WL, Sib ee 
i vee ‘Na i VELA ES yg 
Ht (i { Uf 7? % 
Ww 


YY SLE Pi Ys Uf | l Y YY 
i y ii | Dy, a 4 ) ‘ hy TL Yj Yi, y 
Wy ut Z ie a W) 
| WAN | / UP MANY HAM AA : Vy 
WN KY, (Poa) Th , Wa ne i it H) WANT WAI is 
Cs in ti thy TIGA Nia K: p ij WN A 
1 ee 
Pi ty nH || Wi) | Viti y }) q 
Vy ; {| te \/) CRM S Wa i . by Hip Wy Mi 
oes . : " | mr hy i ALU: 9 LOI eg AZ 
| Kt - WN GEG BE, 34, 777: 
\ i ° f yp —_ 8 / MY Wy 2 h (fe LID Wy, #, 
ee eee a 
ee. _ al ete ) log @ Seamer 
2 =, away c(h ai, Wp ig a 
VW. ny 


y 2021 is 4 
pf AGO 4 Yj Wi) mn AV AS *, Vi. 
hy 2 WA TP . . 7 be 
|| $3) cea Wh, 2 ¢ MBe TOLD TAY. > 
a oad 
3S 
_ 


ee 
ee 
W397 lye yy? es Ale | 
VWAIE”—Key VS ms i is “fh - Hf} , 
“SNA “yfi ‘ 1} - s Wye srdae \'t ih 
Yi /% 1) Z% SAA /h ¢ Ay Wha iH ae y Uy 
, : fs) ie? 53°C) y/ cl) Wil | ’ wo \! 
onc ) yk | ee, Aly hoy 
2 oo fi MN P= Pi il Anes 
by YA Pie oo Wwe" i} } vs, ! f 


Vy 
: fe eal SO ee EMM in OD 
a 2% ~ 7 } 
Lua ct UIA aM G3 P } , ty Hy 4 
> — /~-° tal 


AWN tet ts ON h Ip 
= 
~s: 





aa 
CRrameax & Ome 
NEAR THE WALDORF, NEW YORK, IN WINTER 


Trene—I hear Mrs. Rox is giving an affair for charity at the Waldorf. Fred—Why doesn’t she have it at her house? You know charity begins 
at home. Irene—Yes; but publicity doesn’t. 
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The Pork Barrel 
AS THERE been any Congress within 
memory that in some of its members 


has not illustrated local eccentricities of the 


ballot? The present 
Congress, like others, 
shows animate mira- 
cles of suffrage, and 
everyone knows that 
logic has no place in 
association with the 
miraculous. 

Among political cu- 
riosities of the past 





are remembered one lawmaker whose 
proudest boast was that he never had 
worn socks; another whose extrava- 
gant whiskers gave him his greatest 
note; another whose local patriotism 
led him to wear nothing but home- 
spun; and lately one has sought 
distinction by collarless comparison 
with other persons who take some 
pride in clean linen. 

As long as men are 
Congress for one or another personal 
aberration, it is not strange, perhaps, 
that many others should be sent to 
Washington with the main idea that 
by hook or crook they should benefit 
their localities at the expense of the 
country at large. Of course cheap 
local politicians must look for con- 
tinued residence in Washington only 
upon the theory that while there the 
first time they may be able to fill the 
local pork barrel. The mere franking 


elected to 


T 
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of public documents and garden seeds to 
constituents is but a token of personal good 
will. Something of greater value must be 
furnished, for which the country at large, 
without advantage, shall also pay 

Thus enough good money has been spent 
in recent years by the government of the 
United States for questionable “local bene 
fit’ to have prepared this country for any 
emergency that foreign wars or diplomatic 
complications could possibly projec t. Creeks 
that lead nowhere in particular have been 
dredged and dredged again to furnish local 
employment for local political purposes, and 
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Acquaintance—But aren't you afraid the climate may disagree witn 


Her husband—l\t wouldn't dare ! 


your wife > 
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government buildings with empty corridors 
become white elephants in small 
centers And there is a steady demand 
through local representatives for like gen 
erosity toward other creeks and other small 


have 


centers 

The * pork barrel”’ has become an institu- 
tion in American politics. It may require 
some dire national need to show how foolish 
a spendthrift the nation really ts. 


A Domestic Art 

N°! LONG AGO a prominent minister 

in a certain college town preached a 
series of sermons to the students on 
“the fine art of living together.”’ It is 
indeed to be hoped that he led no one 
into matrimony with malformed no- 
effecting compatible _ rela- 
tionships. We fear, however, that he 
erred in considering living together 
a fine art. It is scarcely a crude art; 
for the fundamental principle of art is 
selection, and every mature and rec- 
onciled husband and wife on earth 
knows how unimportant a part ju- 
dicious selection plays once the 
nuptial knot is piously tied. 

People who live together long and 
successfully are people who set them- 
selves cheerfully to the task of put- 
ting up with what they have selected. 
There may be a fine art of choosing a 
husband or of capitulating toa girl and 
her mother. There is no moreart about 
living together than there is about 
having the measles or smallpox. 
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McIntosh—What're ye hesitatin’ aboot, Tammas? 


A Flower Valentine 


Maes fitting, though the world be 
snows, 


For my sweetheart some flowery phrase to 


robed in 


frame, 
Since on her two lips temptingly there glows 
A crimson tulip flame. 
She looks upon me in bewitching wise, 
And straightway I would fain embrace my 
fate, 
Finding the vernal violet of her eyes 
Ever inviolate. 
Shimmers the marigold within her hair, 
With all its amber lusters, fold on fold; 
Sooth, I shall be assailed by dark despair 
Unless I marry gold! Clinton Scollard. 


Featuring This Issue 
N Y SILLY WIFE, a story of intense 
emotionalism, of no possible interest 
to anyone, by Bandoline Billington. 

Tut Tut, the third of the wonderful Tut 
Tut series in which the Tut Tut children 
uplift an asylum for idiots. By Vaseline 
Vassargirl. 
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Play off, mon.! 


The Inexorable Banana Peel. One of the 
worst funny stories ever printed; next to 
the oldest idea in the world treated by a 
broken down professional humorist; by 
Nutsbaker Smythe. 

Wiener worst Forever. 
four of A Bryn Mawr Girl 
in Hoboken. Redolent of 
local color and genre gener- 
alities. Nothing so asinine 
been printed; by 


has ever 


Tillie Turnover. 


Drawing The Line 
“Here, here, Gents!” ad- 
monished the landlord of the 
Petunia tavern, addressing the 
prominent citizens assembled 
around the “You'll 
have tocut that out! Idon’t 
mind a little war talk occa- 
sionally, but I draw the line 
at peace discussions—they 
break up the furniture so.”’ 


stove. 
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Being number 


responsible for the rest. 


McNab—Mon, yon's a bran’ -new twa shillin’ ba’—and I may never see it again ! 


Classified 
Crawford—Shakespeare was an uncon- 
scious genius and had no idea that he was 
writing for posterity. 
Crabshaw—If he had, he’d have made his 
plays more adaptable to the screen. 
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Guest—See here, waitress, you've kept me waiting here 
for half an hour, looking like a fool ! iy , : 
Waitress—Sorry | had to keep you waiting, sir; but you're 




















Cuthbert—My word, Helen! look at the peach! Introduce me, will you ? 


Saint Valentine 
AINTS there are for all the year 
Listed in the Calendar; 
Saints erotic, Saints austere, 
Saints of peace and Saints of war, 
Saints of water, Saints of wine 
[ prefer Saint Valentine. 


Patrick’s famed in every place 
Where the Sons of Erin go; 

Nicholas brings yearly grace 
Jingling o’er the Christmas snow. 

All their favors I'd resign 

For but yours, Saint Valentine. 


Stern old Peter guards the gate, 
Michael wields the flaming brand; 
Gabriel for the Day of Fate 
All impatient seems to stand. 
In the stately Heavenly line 
What place for Saint Valentine? 


Guardian of man and maid, 
Happy lovers’ Saint is he; 
We may venture unafraid 
He is watching you and me. 
So I bless him, Sweetheart mine, 
Kindly old Saint Valentine! 
F. Gregory Hartswick. 


Building Note 
Our two leading public characte:s seem 
to be Colonel House and Vernon Castle. 














Uncle Ike Murmurs 
‘Th’ meek may inhurrit th’ earth, all 
right,”’> murmured Uncle Ike, “but he’s 
in luck if some cuss not so durned meek 
don’t contest th’ will an’ git away with it!” 
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Helen—Silly, that’s grandmother ! 


The Reason I Chose Her 
M* valentine’s changed ev’ry year. 
Monotony I can’t abide. 

New lasses more lovely appear. 
Though shameful, the truth will not hide. 
But note the coincidence queer 
’Tis always to Daisy I’ve cried: 
“My Valentine!” 
The trait that enthralls me is clear: 
She’s ever as new as a bride; 
So different, therefore so dear, 


Again she must be, I decide, 
My Valentine.—Terrell Love Holliday. 


Opinions About Her New Hat 

Hers—Wasn’t I lucky? 

Her best friend’s—Stunning. No one 
would suspect it was six months old. But 
you have such style. 

The man next her in the car—Excuse me, 
madam, but that hat 

The next pew’s—They must be doing 
better. 

Her husband’s—How much was it? 


Which? 

Stranger (in New York to his wife)—Shall 
we go to the theater again to night, dear, or 
would you rather sit in our room in the hotel 
and listen to all the noises? 
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A BACHELOR 


A N EPISODE 


s¢XTEW YORK got on my nerves, once,” said Amethyst Jones, 

cheerfully. ‘‘I was putting in fourteen hours a day, fathom- 
ing the soul-stirring mysteries of the furniture business, working for 
one of those uncompromising opti- 
mists who favor you with a tacit hur- 
rah until you ask for a real salary. 
I didn’t have time to love anybody. 
My frame of mind was bad. I de- 
cided to spend the winter in Florida. 

“In Florida, in the Manatee coun- 
iry, I had one of the dearest old 
uncles ever. He was a doctor, and 
wished mé to study medicine with 
him. 

“That big-souled old uncle of 
mine was a transparent proposition. 
He possessed a two-story house with a mortgage on it, and the grati- 
tude—more or less—of the community in which he had slaved his life 
away. “My boy,’ he said, ‘the only thing in the world that the moah 
of it yo’ give away, suh, the moah of it yo’ve got, is love.’ I decided 
to study medicine. 





“One day my uncle went to Tampa, leaving me to study undis-* 


turbed. I studied. One of the fairest and loveliest of the sex upon 
whom my eyes had ever rested stood, framed like a picture, in the 
office doorway. I looked up from Gray’s Anatomy. She was more 
attractive than Gray. I rose and bowed. 


IN THE 





MAKING 


I N F LORI ODA 


““*Ts th’ Doctah here?’ she murmured. I could hardly speak. 
Her beauty was thrilling. Clad all in white, her shining eyes mystic 
with that light which one sees only in a certain startlingly glorious 
type of maiden, her lissome figure hesitant in the doorway—my 
friends, I knew that my hour had come. ‘The Doctor is away for the 
day,’ said I, faintly. 

““* Ah,’ she breathed. 

‘“**T beg you to be seated,’ said I. 

“As she sank back in our only rocking chair, I noted that she was 





Captain—What's he charged with, Casey ? 

Officer—I don’t know the regular name fer it, captain; but 
I caught him a-flirtin’ in the park. 

Captain—Ah, that’s impersonatin’ an officer. 
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the most charming and beautiful creature I ever had 
seen. Her hair pale gold; her complexion like 
dawn; her eyes sleepy stars; her form sylph-like. 
She crossed her dainty feet at the edge of her 
white skirt, and gazed at me with her wonderful eyes. 
‘Ah have a headaik,’ said she; ‘yo’ caint treat me, 
Ah don’t reckon?’ 

“T reckoned that I could. I felt her pulse. It 
was less rapid than my own. I got a glass of wa- 
ter (for myself). I administered a tablet (to her). She became better. We 
discoursed. She spoke of the Manatee River. I proposed that we go row- 
ing. She demurred. ‘But—Ah might go this ev’nin’,’ she said. 

“You can understand that when I met Magnolia Lee, the Sheriff’s daugh- 
ter, at her own papa’s dock that afternoon at three, I was in an enviable 
If she had been beautiful with a headache, she was ravishing 











frame of mind. 
without. 

“My soul was exalted. 
shimmering waters of the queenly Manatee, 
of Magnolia. I recall that there came a little water into the boat which had 
the audacity to creep toward Magnolia’s dainty feet. Unpleasant Wet! 
And how adorably charming was Magnolia! I decided that the very least 
homage I could pay her was a supreme love. I mentioned this, after the sun 
had gone down and the brief Florida twilight had fled into the purple night 
Can you believe me when I tell you that in return she granted me the un- | 
A star-gemmed Eden was mine, 


All that glorious afternoon, on the sun-lighted, i if 
my soul was lifted up because ee, (| | i | 
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speakable treasure of her everlasting love? 


arms clasped tightly about her, and the night winds sighing, sweeping, dy- 
be married to sweet Magnolia Lee, the 


Whharseson 


as she lay with her head that once had ached upon my beating heart, my . t 
@- he 


ing, sighing. My engagement 
Sheriff’s daughter, was a perfect fate.” 

Amethyst Jones picked up his empty liqueur glass and gazed wonder- Me 
ingly at it. He removed his eye-glasses. Perhaps there was a suspicion of on the Sabbath 
moisture in his eyes. “Gentlemen, I regret 
No, not on account of the sheriff; rather because of some of his clients. Of 
course a girl so superlatively beautiful as Magnolia had other suitors. 


to say that complications arose. 


I became engaged to her two of these were out of town. 

















so | could save her life at the risk of me own! 


The office boy—I wisht there'd be a flood, or = earthquake, or somethin’, s 
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They returned at on account of Magnolia, it 
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David! you know you are not to play with your soldiers 


Col. David—But I'm playing that this is the Salvation Army. 


When about the same time and one of them shot the other dead 


was said. 

**“A man who loves must be 
willing to fight. I was willing. 
I did not flinch. The remaining 
suitor knew that I did not 
flinch. One day I suddenly 
took away his gun and knocked 
him down. He was a worth 
less fellow, in no way worthy 
of Magnolia. Yet she mar- 
ried him!” 

“Great Heavens! After you 
had knocked him down?”’ 

“That’s true,” said Ame- 
thyst. “Sometimes I think 
you never can tell for sure 
about a woman; and the South- 
ern code is peculiar; and Mag- 
nolia was a wonderful girl.” 

A deep silence fell upon us. 
“Amethyst, do you believe she 
loved him?” 

““Not as she loved me,” he 
said. ‘“‘After the wedding she 
wrote me a little note. She 
explained that she had married 
Sam Ross because she knew he 
would ‘sure get’ me sooner or 
later if she didn’t marry him!” 


Fred. Ladd. 


When a woman won't she will, 
unless her mother says she shall. 
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“It cost a leetle extra, but I had to have the thing built high enough so old Maje could run under it.” 


DVEN TURES IN 


WONDER if other men have the same mental alventures 
when they go into a barber shop that I have. 

When I enter five barbers always get up to greet me, 
and as one man they step to their chairs. With one hand 
on the paper-covered head rest they watch me as I stop 

before the hatrack to remove my collar and tie. As I flash my 
eye down the expectant line, trying to measure their capabilities 
without actually seeming to do so—you know the look!—one of 
them catches my eye and, taking it for granted that I am going 
to favor him, turns and confidently begins stropping his razor. 
Guiltily I glance away,. my eye falling on the next artist in line, 
who promptly begins mixing his lather. Four of them are doomed 
to disappointment. Which one shall I take? 

I notice with a sense of shame and humilia- 
tion how cheap my necktie looks. I wish that I 
had selected one that was longer and didn’t 
have to be tied with such scrupulous care. And 
when I hang up my collar there is an unmistak- 
able streak where my coat meets it. 

My collar is off; my coat is off; my tie is 
hanging up. Ican no longer delay—I 
choose between. the barbers. 
dramatic moment they pause. 
one but he seems to have a grouch on. 


> 


must 
Recognizing the 

I start toward 
I wheel 
to the next one; a faint smile flits over his face as 
if to say to the others, “I knew all along that I 
would get him.” 

I will show him—he is counting his chickens 
prematurely. Squarely I turn to another, but 
as I come close there is something about his 
face that I do not like. I oblique to the next, 
but the attendant, all hope gone, has turned 
to admire his pompadoured reflection, and hesi- 
tating where to throw my trade I turn back to 
the first one. I slink into my chair, feeling that 
I have made three enemies and that I don’t 
stand very high with the party who now has 
me in his power. 

“Your hair is getting thin,’ he announces 
as if he had made a new and startling discovery. 
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Ethel—Jerrold says he can’t sleep nights thinking about this horrid war ! No. 
He sold some ammunition stock at 97 just before it started, and now it is 746! 


A BARBER SHOP 


I know then that I will never care for him. I wish that I taken an- 
other barber, but I know that he would have said the same thing. 
While he is shaving me I keep telling myself that I will not give 
him a tip—after what he has said—but I begin to weaken when I 
get up out of the chair and start to put my tie on. His eyes run 
up and down me to settle finally on my short, thin bargain-counter 
tie. I must not let hii think that I am that poor and inconse- 
quental, so I slip him a dime—and then after I am gone I wonder if 
a nickel wouldn’t have done. I resolve that I wcn’t be such a fool 
the next time, but when I go back I always am. I wonder if 
other men have felt that way about it, tco. If so I should be 
pleased to hear from them in care of this magazine.- Homer Croy. 
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WAR IS 


Edith—No wonder, poor 











After-Thoughts 
NVEST a little money in bonds—of 
friendship. 
When business gets bad, go hunting 
new business. 
Give every man a 
square deal—and a 





woman more. 

Go to church next 
Sunday—every week. 

Don’t fire the office 
boy for whistling—learn 
to whistle. 

Be kind to the dumb—not dumb to the 
kind. 

Forget your troubles—by remembering 
your blessings. 

Smile with everyone—and never at any- 
one. 

Believe every man innocent—until he is 
proven innocent. 

Be game—but not everybody’s. 

Lift the fallen—and catch the falling. 
—Douglas Malloch. 


Egg View Notes 

N EXTRA large and 
appreciative crowd went 
last night to the opening 
performance of a free high- 
grade medical troop of 
theatrical stars, upstairs 
over the lockup. After the 
show let out, Bill Waite, our 
grocer, came away from the 
building, looking quite sick. 
Sherm Spoor is_ busy 
entertaining a distant, big- 
city cousin who does a lot of 
walking in his sleep. Sherm 
got curious the other day 
and: asked him how he ever 
started the habit; so the 
visitor said he got it from 

a room-mate who snored. 
For one reason, or another, 
a mysterious automobile 
drove by the residence of 
Lem Bushnell, our marshal, 
several times in the pitch 
dark very early Sunday 
morning, and woke Lem up. 
He don’t know if he’d better 
strongly suspicion Corny 
Paine immediately, or not, 
as he claims that Corny’s 





ON THE FIRING LINE 


second-hand Pollywog machine makes a 
different kind of noise every time it’s put 
into motion, and he might have an awful 
job trying to prove anything. 

More than a little excitement took 
place in the road directly in front of 
Morg Quidd’s blacksmith shop, late Tuesday 
afternoon, when Chet Lumley accidentally 
tripped over a root, or something, and 
quickly fell very flat, barely a rod ahead of 
Corny Paine, who was rushing along at a 
terrible rate of speed in his second-hand 
Pollywog automobile. With the usual 
eagerness of a Lumley to publicly display 
wonderful presence of mind, Chet immedi- 
ately thought he’d roll over several times, 
to clear the track and save Corny a three- 
days’ job of getting his machine to going 
again. —Leslie Van Every. 


Evidence 


Crusoe saw the footprint. 
“Tt is evidently Friday,’ he deducted, 
“pay day would be here with both feet.” 
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SNAPSHOT OF JINKS AS HE RECOGNIZES THE DOCTOR WHO PUT HIM ON A MILK DIE 





No Slightest Thing 
HEN I said, “‘ Lady, breathe the word 
And every slightest thing you crave 

I'll give to you ere Time has stirred ””— 

When this I whispered, did I rave 
As like a very maniac 

(Except as one who’s bugged with love)? 
I ask you did I? You can back 

Your pile I was a cooing dove. 
I bought you trifles by the score, 

Hairpins and gewgaws by the ton; 
Enough, in fact, to stock a store, 

Nor grumbled as you burned my mon; 
You cannot say I whined a bit; 

Your slightest wish became my joy 
To grant. You loved me, you'll admit, 

For wasn’t I your honey boy? 
These small things bought, you breathed a want 

For—Well, no wonder men get mad; 
No wonder husbands cry “ Avaunt!” 

When wives approach. It makes me sad 
To think you misconstrued my phrase; 

I told you, dear, “the slightest thing”; 
But I'll not be the fool who pays 

For “back to Nature” in the Spring. 

—A. Walter Utting. 
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IN CALIFORNIA—GETTING ALONG SWIMMINGLY 


T HOS E 


EXT to an unretouched photograph, the moving picture screen 
is the greatest flatterer in the world. It doesn’t flatter those 

who appear in the pictures so much as those who sit in front. 
Nobody can attend a moving picture show without being reason- 
ably confident that he has assimilated everything. It is not like the 
spoken drama, where one learns, on picking up the paper the next 
morning, that he missed just about half the subtleties in the per- 
formance and came near losing the big idea of the whole thing. 
Everything is right where all of us can get each detail without 
effort, and in grabbing those details we find great matters for self- 
congratulation. Just as an instance, a picture of a young man is 
flashed upon a screen. He is sitting at a table, in a dreamy attitude. 
Finally there appears in the upper corner of the picture a portrait 
of a girl. The portrait appears slowly, as if through a mist. The 
young man’s features take on a rapt expression. Everyone in the 
audience knows he is thinking about his sweetheart, as visualized 
in the upper part of the screen. A fat traveling salesman who 

Emma-McChesneyizes in crockery whispers loudly to his wife, 
“He’s thinkin’ about his girl,” and then shakes hands with 
himself because of his cleverness in discovering the point and his 
quickness in making it known. The fat man is confident that he was 
the first in all that large audience to discover what the young man on 
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NG MOVIES 


the screen was thinking about. Then the young man in the picture 
takes up a desk telephone—something which no interior scene is 
without nowadays. Whereupon the fat man whispers, a trifle 
louder than before, 

“‘He’s goin’ to telephone to her.’ 

Marvelous perspicacity of the fat man! The young man does 
telephone his sweetheart, who is seen answering, and who, of course, 
is none other than the young woman whose portrait appeared on the 
screen in the guise of a mental image. 

The fat man scores another putout for himself. Before the 
evening ends, he scores forty putouts without a bobble—a record 
which the star shortstop in either big league could not equal. He 
goes home shaking hands with himself as a cleverguy. Quick think- 
ing, that, guessing those situations as fast as they came up. Not 
many could do it. And several hundred in the theater are thinking 
in the same strain with the fat man. They have caught everything 
the playwright threw to them. He didn’t foo! them fora quarter 
ofa second. They could even tell how the play was going to come 
out almost two deep breaths and a gasp before the hero grabbed 
the heroine for the final fadeaway clinch and kiss. Thus it is that 
the movies are getting in their evenings of insidious flattery and 
sending everybody home supremely satisfied.——-A rthur Chapman. 
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HEN you have climbed the long hard hill that leads to 

Easy Street, and have some roubles in your till, and lots 

of things to eat, then old companions come along, the 

friends of other times, to charm you with a dance and song, and 
touch you for some dimes. 

Your back beneath the burden bends, and wearily you wheeze, 
“I must have had more bosom friends than any dog has fleas, for 
every day I meet some gent whose soul calls to my soul, who tells 
how we together went to school and swimming hole; and how we 
robbed a farmer’s trees when all the world was young, and then 
attacked a swarm of bees, and both of us got stung. He asks me 
if 1 don’t recall how such things used to be, then backs me up against 
a wall, and strikes me for a V.”’ 

“Of course you don’t remember me,” the new-come stranger 
sighs, “and yet I am akin to thee—just let me put you wise. Your 
uncle’s cousin’s brother Paul was married to my aunt, which makes 
us cousins—after all, what more could kindred want? I heard that 
you were living here, with forty kinds of tin, and so I thought I 
would draw near, to talk about our kin. My Uncle Biram lost his 
life by falling down a well, and Cousin Henry’s second wife is in the 
boob hotel. My Cousin Jane poured kerosene upon the kitchen 
fire, and she is playing tunes, I ween, upon a golden lyre. And that 
reminds me, I am bare of duds and things to eat; if you 


What Was She Doing? 

6¢Q’ AY, Lou,” said Hillison to his wife the other evening when 

they were getting ready to go out for dinner. ‘‘Can’t you 
just lay out my evening suit and the fixings that go with it, while 
I shave? Wish you would. I think that the trousers of my suit 
need brushing around the bottom of them, for it was rainy and 
muddy when I wore them last and I think you will find some mud 
on them. Put the studs into my evening shirt, will you? And the 
cuff buttons into the cuffs, please. And take the chain off my 
watch and put my evening dress watch fob on the watch, please. 
Don’t forget to lay out a clean handkerchief for me and get out 
my evening shoes. I think that one of them needs a new lace in it. 
See if it doesn’t. And I wish that you would trim up the nails on 
my right hand for me when I am through shaving. And please be 
ready to tie my evening tie. I always make a mess of it when I 
try to tie it myself. Oh, yes, get out a clean collar—an evening 
collar, you know, and can’t you find time to give my overcoat a lit- 
tle brushing? Wish you would. And brush my silk hat up a little 
while you are about it. Are there any suspenders on my evening 
trousers? No? I thought I took them off to put on the trousers 
of my new business suit. Just take them off the trousers of my 
business suit and put them on my evening trousers, will you? I’m 
most ready now for you to tie my tie. Got the studs and cuffs in my 
evening shirt? Don’t forget to lay out my shirt front protector.” 

Thirty minutes later: 

“What! you aren’t dressed yet? What in time have you been 
doing? Here it is almost time for us to start and you aren’t dressed 
yet! By Jove! if it took us men as long to doll up for the evening as 
it does you women, we’d never get anywhere until midnight! Here 
am I all dressed and even with my gloves on and you not half 
dressed! What in time you been doing the last hour? We began 
getting ready at the same time and I have been all ready for ten 
minutes! Talk about women voting! Jee-whizz! the polls would be 
closed while they were still standing before their mirrors! What 
you been doing anyhow?” Max Merryman. 


His Unreasonableness 


“Thunder and guns!”’ snarled Kidderpop. ‘I dropped my col- 
lar button and the baby swallowed it. 
to button my collar? 

“Dear me! How should I know?” 
wife. ‘Some men are so unreasonable!” 


Now, how am I going 


” 


sweetly replied his 





have twenty you can spare, ’twill put me on my feet.” 

Then at your gate a graybeard old, with feeble steps 
appears, and he is covered deep with mold, with cobwebs 
in his ears. ‘I’ve nearly reached the journey’s end,” the 
ancient pilgrim sighs; “and I have come long miles, my 
friend, on you to feast my eyes. For when you were a 
little child, I held you in these arms, and gazed upon 
your beauty mild, and reveled in your charms. Full oft 
I’ve chanted you to sleep, with croonish lullaby, and I 
must have one final peep at you before I die. And if per- 
chance you have an X of which you can dispose, ’twill 
cheer the weariest of wrecks, and give my sou! repose.” 

Thus they turn up, with stories sweet, the friends of 
long ago, when you’ve arrived in Easy Street, and have 
a stack of dough. 





Knew What Was Coming 

Willis—They say Dr. Bump is very quick to send a bill. 

Gillis—Quick! He is premature. I happened to men- 
tion to him this morning that I am going to a bachelor 
supper to-night. 

W illis—Y es? 

Gillis—And this afternoon I received a bill for to- 
morrow morning’s services. 
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Freddy (whose parents believe in a sensible diet for children, and have restricted his 
dinner accordingly, and whose father has said gracc)—Oh, father! how can anyone 


be thankful for only one piece of pie ? 
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EITHER of the Mallisons had anything of note in view for the 

evening. They had happened to dine together and perforce 

had gone upstairs together in the hotel where they occupied a suite 

large enough to make pursuit of their individual fancies agreeable. 

Drifting into the library, they proceeded to make the best of the 
situation. 

“Quite lonely for you, Jack, isn’t it, since Mrs. Creston went 
away?” asked Mrs. Mallison. ‘* Where is she?” 

“T couldn’t guess. Somewhere on family business, I think. But 
you seem a bit lost. Where's Billy Gay?”’ 

“Went away last week suddenly. Said he’d write, but he 
hasn’t. Present whereabouts unknown. I've seen that phrase 
somewhere.” 

“Then we’re both dull, eh? Something the matter with us, 
surely.”” Mallison yawned. “ Pardon!”’ 

““We see too much of each other. Isn’t that it?” She looked at 
him amiably. ‘I wonder if we thought too little of each other at 
the start? Let’s be candid.” 

“Maybe that’s the reason.”’ His own tone was amiable. 

“Of course I’ve had but one experience as a honeymooner. Men 
are different, I suppose. It’s only a year ago we were married!”’ 

"Te Os 

“Do you, after all, mean ‘dear’?” 

““Why--I—that is, you know, I’ve been calling you ‘dear’ for 
a long time.” 

“Ever since ‘darling,’ ‘sweetheart,’ and other soft epithets were 
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WALDRON 
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She laughed. 





dropped! You even used to quote the poets!” 
There was no tone of regret. 
“Your own eliminations from the spooning vocabulary have been 


quite as drastic.” 

““Of course. And the changes in both of us have touched more 
vital things as well as the temporarily-material.” 

‘“*What are the ‘temporarily-material things?’”’ 

“During the honeymoon—our honeymoon—and the fact that I 
remember such detail is dreadfully significant, isn’t it?-—even our 
appetites were more than similar. At table even half portions were 
too formidable, we both simply nibbled at entrées, and in desserts 
one order was enough. there being no dispute as to what that should 
be. It wasn’t long before our service was like that for two total 
strangers.” 

“An analyst couldn’t have stated it more accurately. Yet 
you've forgotten even more important details. During our honey- 
moon, and for some time afterward—if I had been able to form the 
diary habit I could be exact—what one of us liked to see or do the 
other loved to participate in. And now ag 

“What I like bores you, and vice versa.” 

“You've said it. I was going to differentiate further. You re- 
member—I ought to say possibly you’l! remember—that during that 
heavenly period and a space of time thereafter quite indefinite, but 
short enough—a play that one of us liked the other was sure to ap- 
plaud; the same agreément applied to books; now our theater and 
literary tastes are as diverse as those of professional critics.” 








“But how can it be helped? It’s lucky, Jack, that we’ve come 
to an understanding. ~ 

“‘ And that neither of us is in despair because . . 

‘Because we both feel the same way.” 

“Exactly. Yet—this is merely theoretical—wouldn’t you like 
it if we both were as we used to be?” 

She hesitated a moment. “Possibly. I’m not sure. Are you? 
We can’t shut our eyes. And most married persons come to their 
senses, I suppose. And it’s quite plain that honeymoons are quite 
like other moons--I mean like the aspects of the real moon— 
changeable and transient.” 

“Vet I’ve heard—or at least I’ve read—of persons who loved 
each other desperately—indefinitely.”’ 

‘But have you ever known such persons?” 

“Can’t say that I can recall any couple so happy.” 

“Or so afflicted. I know you mean that!” She laughed again. 
*“ All that is out of fashion.” 

“Agreed. But is there any remedy 
in our case—any experiment we might 
try? If we should separate .. .” 

“Oh, not that! Not just yet, any- 
way. Think of the publicity!” 

“You don’t just get me. I didn’t 
mean a legal step. Suppose we should 
separate for say a month, or two months, 
and by and by write each other 
tentatively to see if there might be 
some recurrence of the honeymoon 
spirit?” 

‘Miracles sometimes happen. I like 
your idea. To be candid, I had thought 
of that myself. Where should we go— 
separately, of course?” She thought 
for a moment. “I’ve never been to 
Florida.” 

“Fine! The trip and sojourn would 
do you good in any event. Let it be 
Florida for you.” 

“And of course you ought to go 
away off in another direction. It takes 
distance as well as time to work miracles 
in such a case.” 

“Yes. Say California for me.” 

“Splendid!” And she kissed him 
perfunctorily in her enthusiasm. 

The dullness of life is often dissi- 
pated by happy coincidence. When 
Mallison alighted from a train at 


” 


Bank teller—That 


duce you. 
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Santa Barbara he was effusively greeted by Mrs. Creston, and 
Mrs. Mallison encountered Billy Gay immediately on her arrival 
at Ormond Beach. 


The Homestretch Handicap 
Oldfoge — Doesn’t wife object to his staying out 
till two or three every night? 
Newfangle—She would if she knew it. 
managed to get home first. 


Swiftpace’s 


So far he has always 


Evidence of Genius 
“He started life with a shoestring and now he has a mil- 
lion dollars. Seems incredible, eh?” 
“Not at all. I should consider that a man who could get 
anybody to buy one shoestring was inevitably bound to suc- 


ceed. 








check is all right ; but you will have to be identified. Bring in someone to intro- 
Woman—I will not ! - If you are going to be so fussy I don’t care to meet you ! 
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Gertrude 
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Uncle’s Approval 
Y NEPHEW 


ording to his own opinion, not 


Perry Bleat, was, ac 


ap 
his prope r worth,” stated old Fes- 


He 


preciated by his fellow-men at 


felt that he was not being 


give he kind applause that his efforts 
o richly merited. Speaking in round num- 
be s, at a christening he wanted to be the 
baby, at a wedding the bride, at a funeral 


and in parades the 
he 
a good deal 


mayor in 


| his 


Fi- 


ind because couldn't be 


feelings were hurt quits 


nally, when he couldn't endure the indiffer 
( of the world any longer, he wrote m« 
t ilas, he was going to end it all, and 
that at 35 Pp. M. on Thursday he would 
be dead 

It was 3:10 on the fatal afternoon when 
I received the letter, and it took me so long 
0 op read and digest it, and get to the 
elegraph office, that it was not until 3:28 
t [I sent him a dispatch expressing my 
ippro il ] the sc words, ‘Mu h obliged!’ 
Of course, I had a right to say more, tor 
you are allowed ten words for the minimum 
fee, but there didn’t seem to be anything 





COLUMBIA 


Why does he play golf all winter ? 


CLUB, 
Well 


COUNTRY 
Dorothy 


you see 


that : he 


But be 


didn’t appreciate my 


may 


more to Say 


ippreciation, and was 


SO angry that just to spite me he absolutely 
iny terms.” 


Vergan. 


SUICIC il 


Lom P 


declined to commit 


Ihe Old Boy's Valentine 
HEN skies are dark with mystery 


\ 


Ot nigh ind sable rtair ' 
\cross the path the soul would see; 
When music of the day that rang 
In brighter hours is still; and 
Keep vigil lonelier tl 1 you kme 
Ere Memory intastic cre 
Sat by your chair: and down the flue 
The haunting nd sends weirder sound 
Than mortal ever dreamed; and thrilled 
You start nd gaze the room around 
With eyes that vith tears are filled 
Old Love. ‘tis only I, that cannot rest 
My spirit seeks yo fain would be your guest 
Freder Pir 
At Midnight 
*Mother!” 
“Ves.” 
‘May I listen to you while you tell me 
that you simply can't stand it to have me 


ask vou for another drink? 


CHEVY 


there are fewer people to watch him. 


MD. 


CHASE, 


And It Continues So 


ESTINY was busy endowing ‘ 
man Trace, 
* Here she said, “is a man gr 


nature and without brains. I sh 
him a millionaire 
“And this,” 


with a sunken eye and a bulging hea 


’ r ' 


indicating 4 poor spe 


man that I have equipped with br 
With them he shall win from the wor 
share of its wealth. 

4 Thus have l balanced humar 
deavor.”” And Destiny was proud 

But there was one whom she had 
nearly overlooked. 

“This one,”” said Destiny. eving 
kance, “could neither acquire wealth 


keep it if he had it. 
Poet.” 


Chen she placed them all thre« 





I shall make of hin 


upon 


the 


earth and removed her hand. W here upo! 


Millionaire promptly used the 


machine 


the 
man’s brains to lubricate the 
his business 
And the Poet died in the 
Moral: 


Poorhous« 


Chere ain't any 


ry 








INCONCLUSIVE 

HAT highly esteemed figure of speech so often used to 
define the impossible—‘‘ A blind negro in a dark room, 
looking for a black cat that isn’t there’’—has been 
over-capitalized. It sounds smart, it is accepted as 
smart, it brings a laugh like the circus clown, but anal- 
ysis shows that only the surface reflects its shallow 
plausibility. Under examination it won’t pass at face 
value. 

Why a “blind negro?” A blind white man would be 
just as blind. Why a “black cat in a dark room?” “A tabby cat,” one 
three-colored, maltese, gray, yellow, or even a nondescript white cat would 
be practically invisible in a dark room to the vision of a man not blind. 

Again, it is quite likely that if the cat, whatever its color, were not there, 
the blind man—negro, if you insist—would be apt to know it as soon as 
anybody. He would know it sooner than any one with eyesight, if we are to 
believe what the books tell us as to the acuteness of those remaining when 
one of the special senses has been destroyed. So, we should maintain that if 
the cat was not there it would be a matter of excellent judgment to let the 
blind man discover the fact for the rest of us whose handicap of intact senses 
makes us so open to mistakes and incompetence. 

Then, as to the negro himself being in a dark room. Why state it? If the 
blindness be a fact, that is enough. There is no need to darken the room to 
heighten theatrical effect, nor to mention the circumstance if light is absent. 
Have it a light room—just a room; it is all the same. 

But the more we examine this literary gem, the more we become impressed, 
after all. Perhaps not as the author intended, but it occurs to us that the 
real worth of the rhetorical hyperbole is deeper than first seen. In fact, it is not 
on the surface at all, but hidden. It may bea wise declaration, if one but com- 
prehend it; and while at first it does not appear so, in point of fact the blind 
negro will surely find the cat in the dark room by virtue of his superior equip- 
ment for the task (as already stated) while smug and stupid folk would be 
easily fooled into the belief that no cat was there. For the cat was there, as 
anybody who has ever tried to put it out after dark can testify. In the morn- 
ing it is eminently present, in spite of the fact that you put it out, or in spite 
of the fact that it was not there to put out. Whatever the circumstances, it is 
superfluous to explain that “the cat came back.” Tod Chenevix. 
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Harvey—Shall we dance row ? 





Miranda—Oh, no, let us opera tango! 





Peggy loved me while she knew 
I did things she couldn’t do. 

I can golf, and swim, and ride— 
Peggy couldn’t if she tried. 
Gone this winter—woe is me; 
My superiority ! 

I’m a most unhappy man— 

I can’t skate—and Peggy can ! 


The Uses of Adversity 

<OYVEVE mighty near got the old farm cleaned of 

small stones,” stated Mr. Gap Johnson, of 
Rumpus Ridge, Ark. “My second boy, Blister, had a 
conference with a skunk, and then wanted to come 
home. Me and his Maw and the ’leven other chil- 
dren passed ringing resolutions that he’d have to soak in 
the creek for a spell before we extended our well known 
Southern hospitality to him. Being 
as the water was middling cold and 
Blister tollable active, we throwed 
most of the rocks off’m the entire 
place at him before we managed to 
herd him into the creek and make 
him stay there till he was soaked 
fairly sweet.” 


Still a Sportsman 
F ONCE we'd a feminine Cupid, 
The milliner’s purse would grow fat; 
For maidens would know 
That a dart from the bow 
Would fly to the prettiest hat. 


But Cupid is still of the gender 
That deems scattered shots a disgrace; 
A hat is to him 
But the outermost rim, 
A bullseye, the prettiest face. 
—Eunice Ward. 


Important 
He—Does it matter what you wear 
to-night? 
She—Does it matter! I should 
say it does. Why, only my old friends 
will be there. 


Men succeed in politics—for we 
know the men they succeeded. 
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_ HAT,” said the man who sat in 
front of me, as the final curtain of 
“Erstwhile Susan” descended, 
“is one more fine play.’ 

“D’ye think said his 
**Don’t seem true to life to me.” 

The Critic, who occupied the seat adjoin- 
ing mine, leaned across and whispered: 
“‘Here’s a fine chance to judge the reality 
of this play. Those men are Pennsylvanians, 
and obviously from the Mennonite country. 
Hear, and be enlightened.”’ I listened. 

“I’m from Lancaster,” said the man who 
had first spoken, “and I’m here to say that 
I’ve never laughed any more at the real 
Pennsylvania Dutch than I have at this 
play.” 

“Well, I’m from York,” retorted the 
other, ‘“‘and I don’t see it. Mrs. Fiske was 
fine—I think she’s the best I’ve ever seen 
but I don’t think the play was true to life.” 

At this moment we were disturbed by the 
effort of the Suburbanite to get past us. 

“This is some play,” he remarked as he 
struggled by, “but I have to make my train, 
so you'll excuse me if I hurry. You can 
put me down as approving without qualifi- 
cation.”” A final surge, the disarrangement 
of several coiffures, and he was free. 

“Let’s wait until the crowd gets thinned 
out a bit,” said the Critic. ‘Besides, I 
hear more comments from the 


neighbor. 


so?”’ 


want to 
source, as it were. 

But our native sons had departed: so 
we were forced to look for other means of 
_ enlightenment. Behind us we heard the 
Tired Business Man. 

“Yes,” he was saying, “‘this is a good 
show—but say! Have you seen ‘Sybil’?” 

We turned, and saw the Débutante and 
the Tired Business Man headed for the 
aisle. The Débutante’s Mother was in 
attendance, and we were regarded with 
reservation until introductions had 
Said Mamma: 


some 
been accomplished. 


“I’m so glad to see a play that’s nice and 
clean—and really funny at the same time. 





By CYRIL iNDREW 


I must say I’m getting awfully tired of 
this ‘eternal triangle’ business that we see 
so much of.” 

*‘Judging from some of the productions 
that appear, the geometry of modern drama 
has no space for any figure less angled than 
a hexagon,”’ said the Critic. Whereat his 
reputation as a clever man was firmly estab- 
lished in the Mamma Cosmos. 

“But, speaking of ‘Sybil,’” 
Tired Business Man. 

The Débutante interrupted. 

“Isn’t Julia Sanderson the cutest thing!” 


began the 


——_ 





PHOTO McCLURE, N.Y 


ONE OF JUDGE’S FAVORITES 
EMILY STEVENS 


Whose art convinces against judgment in “The Unchastened 
- — 
oman 
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is funnier 
A pause 


“And Cawthorn 


wo 


she enthused. 
than ever—and Donald Brian- 
that spoke volumes. 

I mentally agreed with her, as far as her 
remarks applied to Julia Sanderson and Joe 
Cawthorn. Those two have given me much 
pleasure in the past, and “Sybil” had proved 
even better than past performances. Caw- 
thorn in particular had furnished an evening 
of solid fun. But I disagreed about Donald 
Brian, and said so. 

“I’m never much impressed with Brian,” 
I began, when I was drowned in protests, 
even Mamma appearing shocked that I 
should not like “her favorite male ingénue.”’ 
I discreetly ceased, and left the field to the 
Critic. 

***Sybil,’”’ he said, “Is a delight. It con- 
stitutes a tuneful oasis in the desert of 
modern musical comedy.” 

I saw Mamma smile on the Critic, and 
I gave up hope. 

The Tired Business Man glanced around. 

“Great Scott!”’ he cried. ‘The place is 
empty. We've been standing here talking, 
and everybody’s left. We’re going up to the 
Midnight Frolic—won’t you join us?” 

“Oh, yes—do!” said Mamma, looking 
at the Critic. 

““Yes—won’t you?” 
to me. 

We accepted in unison; and the Tired 
Business Man went ahead for a taxi. 

““T am glad to have seen Mrs. Fiske in 
such a delightful play,” said the Critic, as 
we waited. ‘‘Erstwhile Susan’ and ‘Sybil’ 
make a welcome addition to the Broadway 
gallery of attractions. May we have more 
like them!” 

The taxi arrived. As we entered it 
I glanced behind, and saw the two Penn- 
sylvanians engaged in a heated dispute. 

“T tell you I know,” said one. “I’m 
from York, and——” 

“York!” sneered the other. 
heard of York?” 

The War of the Roses was on again. 


added the Débutante 


*“Who ever 

















The Critic 


Witwe—Else, nun sage mir mal, wie gefallt dir dein 
neuer Papa? 
“Gott, Mama, ich habe ihn mir anders gar nicht 


vorgestellt, in deinem Alter kann man keine groszen 
Anspriche mehr machen” 

Mother (remarried)—Elsie, tell me; how 
do you like your new Papa? 

Elsie—Heavens, Mama! He’s just what 
I expected! At your age, one can’t expect 
anything better. — Meggendorfer  Blaetter 
(Munich). 




















Appearances Against Him. 
First stockbroker—Great Scot! 
happened? Been to the front? 
Second ditto —No—er — peace — meet- 
ing.—Bystander (London). 


What’s 






Compensations of War 

*‘Nanu, Manneken, auf was warten Sie eigentlich bei 
diesem Wetter seit einer Stunde?”’ 

**Auf die Linie 19.” 

“Na, da sind doch schon finf Wagen vorbeigefah- 
ren!” 

‘Ja, aber nicht der mit der hibschen Schaffnerin!" 

“Well, my friend, I wish you’d tell me 
what you’re waiting for that you stand 
around for an hour in this weather.” 

“T’m waiting for a car.” 

“At least five have gone by while you've 
been standing here.” 


“Yes, but not the one with the pretty 


conductor.” —U7k (Berlin). 
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Calm Courage 


racontez-nous 
. Aprés, je 


comment 


Allez-y, mon garcon, 
été vous don- 


l'attaque a été preparée.. 
neral Mon avis. 

—Go ahead, my boy, tell us how the 
attack was prepared ... After that I'll 
give you my warning.—Le Rire (Paris). 





Evading the Question 
Mother (to her small son, who is doing a 
jig-saw puzzle on the Sabbath)—Bobby, are 
you sure that’s a Sunday puzzle you are 
doing? 
Bobby—Well, you see, I can’t tell until 
I’ve done it.—Punch (London). 
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Ol’ Clo’s 
“*Der Anzug ist von einem Baron. ... 
aber d'rinn’ ausschau'n wie a Graf!” 
“That overcoat belonged to a_ baron! 
You look like a count in it.”—Fliegende 
Blaetter (Munich). 


Sie werden 














An Inspiration 


Mistress—However did this happen, Mrs. 
Morris? 

The charlady—I dunno, Mum. The 
moment I see it I says, “‘Deary me; you 
’ave ’ad a nasty knock.’’—Sketch (London). 











ie 





WI 








LS 


AH IH ii! HMM Hit | 
i i it ll AMAA ul Le = 





Allen Seymour 
fell in love with 


the daughter of 


the largest stock- 


holder of theEmpire 
Central Railroad 
without knowing it. 
That is without know- 
ing that Helen’s father 


was the largest stock- 


holder—for Seymour 
was a lowly $6,000-a-year 
employee of that same road 
and naturally when he met 
Helenin Bermuda— Perhaps, 
though, you had better read 
Holworthy Hall's sprightly 
romance yourself. It is called 
“Off Duty” and you'll find it 
in the February | 2th issue of 


Colliers 


THE NATIONAL WEEKLY 
416 West 13th Street, New York City 
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MRS. JOLLEY’S EMANCIPATION 


HOLIDAY to-morrow and no cook! Most women would consider it a 
tragedy, but I can’t mind it a bit, in fact I consider it an emanci- 
pation. Lilybud has become a nuisance: she gets on my nerves. 

Preparing breakfast this morning was a genuine lark, and what a feast it 
was, the best I have had in adozen moons. Jack said anything as good as 
that breakfast worries him, for he is afraid he “can’t have it and heaven too.”’ 

You must give me the recipe for those biscuit, Aunty; how did you 
make that coffee? It was simply delicious—a melted dream. Don’t for- 
get to show me how you broil steak. A meal like that is an artistic 
triumph, an exquisite harmony; an ode to Epicurus. The smell of it 
would have made the King of Dahomey’s mouth water. He was a 
famous epicure, you know—fattened his wives (he had a great many of 
them) on thickened milk, made each one take a gallon a day. 

I suppose you would hardly call thickened milk an epicurean dish, 
but it is nourishing, and such things, epicureanism and nourishment, are 
cognate. You'can’t afford to be narrow and technical—you have to 
make things broad. There is nothing that contributes more to the rich- 
ness of life than breadth of view. 

Going back to domestic difficulties—System is the golden key that 
unlocks all domestic problems. I am not sure that it is perfectly accu- 
rate to speak of unlocking problems. You have to soive them or do some- 
thing of that sort to them. I always did hate arithmetic; it is so stupid. 

I agree with Oscar Wilde: Some one asked him if he liked mathe- 
matics. He said: “Mathematics! oh, mathematics is such an ass, you 
know.” Thank fortune, there is not much of it in housekeeping. As I 
said, housekeeping is simple enough if you just use system. For instance, 
there is nothing between meand a delicious dinner but the striking of a match. 
The fire is laid in the stove, the potatoes are washed, the macaroni is 
in the dish ready to be dressed, and the flour for the biscuit is sifted. 

When Lilybud comes poking back to-morrow morning, as polite as a 
basket of chips, I am going to tell her I don’t want her any more. All 
servants steal and waste, but she is the worst ever. There was a time 
when I could not make her put enough bread on the table to go round. I 
scolded all to no purpose. One day I grew desperate and set out to ex- 
plore the kitchen. There, hidden in the wood box, was a bucket of dough. 
When I spoke to her about it she became furious, said: “I’d just like to 
know how you speck me to keep boarders ef I don’t feed ’em. Thought 
everybody knowed you got to feed boarders to sachify ’em.” 

There is the telephone ringing. I’ll be back in a minute. (Returns) 
For the love of mercy! That was Lina at the phone. She and George 
are on their way past and are going to stop over for a few hours and 
take lunch with me. What on earth shall I do? No cook and nothing 
in the house to cook. Fortunately they will call on Cousin Mattie first, 
that will give me a chance to think. 

What shall I do? This is simply distracting! Do come help me. 

I can’t find a match in the house. I remember now, I used the last 
one this morning, intended to order some and forgot. Please run over 
and borrow some from Mrs. Smith while I prepare this macaroni. Dear 
me! there is no cheese. Did I put soda in this flour? I can’t remember; 
that is the trouble with preparing things beforehand. You forget what 
you did. Well, to make sure I'll put in some more, I want things to be 
particularly nice, for I have boasted to Lina of my housekeeping. 

I can’t find a decent tablecloth anywhere. Lilybud is always moving 
things. My! but that woman is a thorn in my flesh. Look at this, will 
you? The best cloth I have full of holes. Lilybud is so careless about 
clearing off the table; spills things on the cloth, then throws it down any- 
where till the laundryman comes. Of course, the mice eat holes in it. 
The house is alive with mice and that woman is too good-for-nothing to 
set a trap. I always keep plenty of traps, consider it true economy to 
provide necessities. I am awfully provoked about this cloth. It is much 
too fine to throw away, besides I have conscientious scruples about 
wasting things. Ill put it away for the present and some day buy a hand- 
some centerpiece that will cover the holes. 

Dear me! these biscuit are a hopeless failure—too much soda. Well, I 
must phone Jack to come early and bring some rolls and boiled ham. You 
can make some coffee and mayonnaise for these tomatoes. These potatoes 
can be boiled in the jackets. They are good that way, don’t you think so? I 
will order some ice-cream and cake sent up right away. What a relief it is 
to get all this off my mind—as I said, I am always equal to an emergency. 

There is the door-bell—hurry and get through so you can come in and meet 


| Lina and George. They are just too wonderful for words! —M. A. G. 
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{NALIN 


WAS SHE 


GUILTY ? 





A beautiful queen, young, impulsive, 
generous and brave 
lace of fabulous price 





a diamond neck- 
was she the 





innocent victim of a vulgar plot hatched in the brain of a dissolute woman and a discredited courtier, or was she a 


party to the conspiracy for the possession of the bauble? 


A populace inflamed with hate and crying for bread 


sealed its verdict in her blood and that of the fairest and the bravest of France. 
Thrones have tottered and dynasties have crumbled into the dust of oblivion through causes relatively 


as insignificant as a pin-prick. 


Fate selects strange agencies in working out her designs, and nowhere is this more 


evident than in the marvelous stories told in the twenty volumes of the new edition of 


FAMOUS CHARACTERS OF HISTORY 


You will search in vain in history or 
fiction for a parallel to these pulsing life 
stories of men and women around whom 
history revolves. Is it any wonder that 
the appetite of the reading public de- 
mands edition after edition—that no 
home or school library is considered 
complete without 
these wonderful 
books ? 





2600 Years of History—But 
History with All the Thrill 


and Fascination of Romance 


Instead of a dry history of the world 
giving a jumble of facts, dates and figures, 
each of these 20 volumes is a complete 
life story—an enthralling romance, an 
entertaining novel in every sense except 
that it is true. 

We follow the fortunes of Caesar as 
he extends the boundaries of Rome to in- 
clude all the known parts of the earth, 
and we are with him on the fatal ides of 
March. We see how the beauty of a 
woman—Cleopatra—wrecked the life of 
Antony, and turned aside the tide of 
Rome's destiny and therefore that of 
the world. 

History in the form of Biography is 
our great instructor. The lives of famous 
characters are the beacons that will guide 
us safely on the voyage of life, though the 
sea of time we navigate is full of perils. 
But it is not an unknown sea. It has been 
traversed for ages, and there is not a 
sunken rock or treacherous shoal which is 
not marked by the wreck of those who 
have preceded us. 
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NEVER AGAIN SUCH A BARGAIN 
OUR GREAT INTRODUCTORY OFFER 





If You Are Prompt 


HUGO GIVEN 


6 VOLUMES 








English Cloth—Red and Gold 





UTR 


Send Coupon Today and Understand Why 
This Offer Has Been Acclaimed the Most Remark- 
able Ever Made—Why It Has Taken the Reading 
Public By Storm—Why It Is Necessary To Act 
Quickly To Take Advantage of It. 

We not only send you the 20 volumes of Famous 
Characters at half price, but a 6 volume Imported 
red and gold set of Hugo—without costing you 
a cent. F 

You get 26 volumes, including the deathless 
romances of Victor Hugo—Les Misérables, Notre- 
Dame, Toilers of the Sea, Ninety-three, The Laugh- 
ing Man (each volume 614x414 inches, printed on 
Bible paper in large, clear type)—but only while 
the imported Hugo lasts! Don’t put it off and be 
disappointed—but SEND COUPON TODAY. 


Whether you are just starting, or are putting the 
finishing touches to, a choice collection of books, you 
can’t afford to neglect this opportunity. 


You never saw such value for the money 


20 beautifully bound gold top books filled from cover 
to cover with tragedy and comedy—with the loves 
and hates of men and women whom 
to know is a necessary part 
of an all-round 
education. 
















PARTIAL LIST OF CHARACTERS 
Every One a Wonderful Personality 


1 Alexander the Great 11. Mary Queen of Scots 
2. William the Conqueror 12. Henry IV 

3. Cyrus the Great 13. Xerxes 

4. Hannibal 14. Julius Caesar 

5. Pyrrhus 15. Nero 

6. Peter the Great 16. Cleopatra 

7. Genghis Khan 17. Darius the Great 

8. Hernando Cortez 18. Josephine 

9. Marie Antoinette 19. Queen Elizabeth 
10. Romulus 20. Alfred the Great 


These are the men and women who made history of their 
own day, and whose example, as guide or warning, is the most 
precious part of our heritage from the ages. 


A DISCOUNT OF 50% BY SENDING $1 NOW 


The original publishers’ price was $30.00. Our opening 
price on this superb New Edition is $15.00 but we can not 
promise to hold the price long at this figure and the number of 
orders that will come to us in the next two or three weeks 
promises a speedy exhaustion of our available stock, so there 
will be a delay in filling orders not sent immediately. The 
20 volumes contain 5250 pages and 60 full page illustrations in 
sepia. Each volume 8x54 inches. Rich cloth binding—gold 
tops—a volume it is a pleasure to read and handle. And 
Hugo Free for just the little while they last. 


Money Back If Not Satisfied. But You Must Send Coupon Now 
Fill Out and Send Coupon Attached to Your Letterhead 


& Brunswick Subscription Co., 

' 407 Brunswick Bldg., New York City. 

: Send me the 20 gold top volumes of “Famous Characters 
a of History” and the 6 volume Hugo, as per your offer. 
g Enclosed find $1.00 first payment. If as represented, 
g I will keep the books and remit $1.00 a month for 14 months 
gq after their receipt. Otherwise, I will, within 5 days, ask 
g for instructions for their return, at your expense, my $1.00 
gto be refunded on their receipt. 
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COMING! 


Bc wonder stories by favorite ALL-STORY 
pn The 1916 Program of ALLSTORY 
FICTION surpasses anything in the history of the 
Magazine. Read this list of great writers in the order 
of their appearance in the next few issues—and 
don’t miss one of these stories begin on 


| February 12th—by 
Louis Tracy 










Of a man who 








stood face to 

face in “ —His Unknown Wife 

prcsence SS =i Author of “One Wonderful Night,” 
S wiaker wi! “Wingsof the Morning,” “Mirabel’s 

a wife he didn’t Island,” etc. 

know. 





February 19th—by 


Story of a Yan- Capt. A. E. Dingle 










k irl wh 
cad eatenaih = —The Sultan’s Barge 
the clutches Author of “The Quest of the Ju Ju,” 
of the Oriental “Made at Sea,” etc. 
Dragon. 

February 26th—by 

A great serial of Grace Sartwell 

hunger for Mason 
gold, love, con- AND 






quest and pow- =»! / John Northern 
er, fraught Hilliard 


with romance 


and adventure. —Golden Hope 
Authors of “Ysabel of the Blue 












' Bird.” 
The daring Ex- 
Inspector of March 4th—b 
Scotland Yard ™ 
weaves the fmmp!/ Frank Froest 
greatest mys- Ex-Superintendent of Scotland Yard 
tery of his —The Maelstrom 
— Author of “The Grell Mystery.” 









The fastest and March 11th—by 











most dramatic 
railroad novel r rank L. P ackard 

‘ comes ; 
_ nae ea —The Iron Rider 
about a brave Author of “Greater Love Hath No 
man. Man,” “The Miracle Man” and 














3 “The Beloved Traitor.” 












An unbeatable quantity of high quality fiction 
All in the 


ALL-STORY WEEKLY 


The world’s greatest fiction weekly 





10 cents a copy All newsdealers 


THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY 
EIGHT WEST FORTIETH STREET, NEW YORK CITY, N. Y. 


















THE MODERN WOMAN 


Suffrage Facts and Fancies 
By ANNA CADOGAN ETZ 


The Latest News on Cooking as a Sex Function 
A= G the results of the war nothing has been more devastating than 
the show-down in regard to industry and sex. We have smugly as- 
sumed that certain occupations were inherently male and others female. 
The war has shown that necessity cares nothing for sex distinctions. 

From time immemorial cooking has been listed as a female occupa- 
tion. In modern times this theory has been extensively modified as the 
result of the invasion of men into practically all the well-paid cooking jobs. 
If the salary is a few dollars, the cook is female. If the salary looms to 
attractive sums, the cook is male. 

So women have settled down with all their historic meekness and 
accepted the idea that cooking in its most efficient terms was a male and 
not a female talent. 

At this point enters the war and the British government proceeds to 
discover that the substitution of women cooks would save its commissariat 
about ten million dollars a year with the added advantage of better food 
and a more varied diet. 

This war bulletin forces us to revise not only our theory of cooking 
as a sex function but of war also. It introduces women in the réle of ac- 
tive participants rather than passive victims. Can anyone tell us why, 
now that we have such a start in revising old sex theories, that we should 
not keep right on and admit that, if women are to play no more the pas- 
sive part in war, why should they play it in the government which declares 
war? In short—Votes for Women. 


Politicians Should Practise Pleasing Women Constituents 

ISTEN to the Congressmen in Washington chatting with the suffrage 

lobbyists; listen to politicians anywhere, and it will be shown that they 
have the habit of forgetting, as too trifling to be worried over, the wishes 
of women. 

It was the theory of the Common Law, which most American states 
took over from England, that a woman who secured a husband needed 
nothing else—not even her identity. A man from Kansas City whose 
mental habits harked back to the archaic common law found himself not 
long ago trying to find his wife in an Eastern city where she was visit- 
ing her mother. Night came on and he was still out in the wet. He had 
forgotten his wife’s maiden name. Her identity having no value, why 
should he bother to remember it? He hadn’t, and there he was. 

Moral: The day is approaching when women all over this country will 
be able to enforce their wishes because they are voters. Many a politician 
with a belated mind will find himself out in the cold, because old habits are 
hard to change, and he persists in regarding the wishes of women as trifling, 
in a time when women, as well as men, can make and unmake politicians 
and statesmen. These gentlemen would do well practising the part they 
must play in the future, if they would survive as part of the new politi- 
cal régime. 

Where Beauty is an Asset in Judges 

OMETHING new is to be found in the newspaper attention given to 

a successful judge in the city of Seattle. It is not that attorneys declare 
that cases move more promptly before Judge Whitehead than in other 
courts. It is not that Judge Whitehead often knows more about the de- 
tails of a case than the attorney who is trying it. Nor yet is it that 
Judge Whitehead can gain the confidence of sinners as no one else can. It 
is this: “No sketch of Judge Whitehead would be complete without the 
statement that the judge is ‘More than Pretty’ and that after election 
the press announced that Seattle had the prettiest judge in the United 
States.” 

Judges have lived and exhorted sinners to repentance, but never before 
has it been considered a matter of public interest whether they were pretty 
or not. But, you see, times have changed and Judge Whitehead is not 
only “‘a most righteous judge,’’ but a woman as well, and even the vote 
is powerless to remove the double standard of value for men and women. 
Beauty still ranks as an asset for the women of the West, and the public 
will not be satisfied in being told that a woman is a most able judge, but 
it wants to know whether she is also a most beauteous one. 





A youth may join the cullers, but his future depends on what he culls. 
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With the College Wits 


The Dear Things—This is the kind of 
stuff you hear on the front porch: 

“Why, George, how dare you? Now you 
can just go right home, and don’t you ever, 
ever speak to me again.” George goes—as 
far as the steps. 

“Let me come back, please. I'll be good, 
honest I will.” 

“If you’re going to be good, there isn’t 
any reason for coming back.” 

“Oh, you little angel.” 

“George, dear, I can’t breathe.”— 
Michigan Gargoyle. 


Wistar—Do you realize that students 
work less in February than in any other 
month of the year? 

Beechwood—How is that? 

W istar—Because it’s the shortest month. 
—Punch Bowl. 
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Rolling Deuces 
Yale Rec ord. 


Beautiful Thought 

When recitation days are o’er, 
And bedspread’s warmth hath come once more, 

I’m going to wind my old Big Ben 
And when at morn he starts to roar, 
I'll break it gently on the floor 

And gloating, go to sleep again! 

—Stanford Chaparral 


She Knew Where—Stude—Do you 
know where I can find Lincoln’s Gettysburg 
address? 

Landlady—Just send it to Gettysburg and 
he’ll probably get it all right. 

J ack-o’-Lantern. 


Lefthanded Flattery—‘Oh, if I were 
only beautiful,” she sighed artfully. 

“T wouldn’t care if I were you,” he said, 
“you are very intellectual and you have a 
sweet disposition. Besides you are nice 
to your mother; and all that is much better 
than being beautiful.” 

And he never came to see her again.— 
Michigan Gargoyle. 


Lady—And you say you are an educated 
man? 

Wearied Will—Yes, mum, I’m a roads 
scholar.—Michigan Gargoyle. 











Approved by 
larvey W.Wiley 


DOES WINTER CURTAIL 
sane YOUR EXERCISE? 


anon af SK your doctor how to safeguard your 

obey health during this period of physical in- 

we activity. He will tell you to rid your- 
self of constipation. 
You can’t cure constipation and auto-intoxica- 
tion by dosing yourself with laxatives and 
cathartics, which frequently aggravate the 
condition they are meant to cure. 
The use of Nujol is a far safer and more ef- 
fective means of keeping yourself free from 
constipation. Nujol is not a drug nor a bowel 
stimulant. It helps to restore the zorma/ ac- 
tivity of the lower bowel by facilitating the ac- 
tion of the intestinal muscles. 


Most druggists carry Nujol, which is sold only 
in pint bottles packed in cartons bearing the 


Nujol trademark. If your druggist does not 

carry Nujol, accept no substitute. We will 

send a pint bottle prepaid to any point in the 
United States on receipt of 75c.—money 
order or stamps. 


Write for booklet, ““The Rational Treatment of Con- 
stipation.” Address Dept. %%. 


STANDARD OIL COMPANY 


(New Jersey) 


Bayonne New Jersey 


N ujol 





REG.U.S. PAT. 




















HOTE!. 
MARIE ANTOINETTE 


66th & 67th Sts. 








Broadway 
NEW YORK CITY 


SITUATED in the most convenient location in town. Modern in every detail, 


absolutely fire-proof, within ten minutes of the leading department stores, shops 
and theatres. Convenient to Pennsylvania and Grand Central Depots. 


Rooms, with Bath, $2.50 Per Day Up. Suites, $4.00 Per Day Up. 
RESTAURANT OF UNUSUAL EXCELLENCE 
H. STANLEY GREEN ° e Managing Director 


Rooms, $1.50 Per Day Up 
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The Finest the World Knows | 


Evans 
Ale. 


fout 


130 Years Leadership 


1786 C. H. Evans & Sons, Hudson, New York — 
FOR LODGE MEMBERS 1° place our special 


catalog, a complete 
collection of lodge 
pictures, in your 
hands, we offer this 
popular s5o0c sepia 
7x9 in. photogra- 
vure on a 10x 14art 
mount, for only 
25c., satisfaction 
guaranteed. 


Catalog of 
Den Pictures, 


including the most 
attractive Masonic, 
Odd Fellow, Elk Eagle, 
Knights of Columbus, 
and Shriner pictures 
mailed alone for 10c. 
It instantly appeals to 
all lodge members. Writ« 
CELEBRITY ART CO. 
36D Columbus Ave., Boston, Mass. 


WHITE Look and Wear 

VALLEY GEMS like Diamonds 
) Are being worn by the wealthiest people 
every where.Stand acid and fire diamond 
test. So hard they scratch a file and cut 
glass. Brilliancy gaerantocd twenty-five 
years. Will send you these wonderful gems in 
any style, 14 K, solid regular diamond mountings 
—by express—charges prepaid, so you can see and wear them 
before you buy them. Wuitejor big illustrated catalog and Free Trial Offer 


WHITE VALLEY GEM CO., 819 Wuisin Bidg., Indianapolis, Indiana 


ROMEIKE” PRESS CUTTING BUREAU 


will send you all newspaper clip- 
pings which may appear about 
you, your friends, « or any subject on which you may want to be 
“up-to-date."" Every news paper and periodical of importance 
in the United States and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.00 





































for 100 notices 
HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., N. Y. 





Passing the Mustard 

Took the Hint—* Jane, what time is 
it?’’ called down the irate father. 

“TI don’t know, pa. The clock isn’t 
going.” 

“But I am,” 
who could take a hint. 


The Right Word—‘I see you are pre- 
senting Hamlet to the public this week.” 

“Presenting is the right word,’’ assented 
the manager. ‘Nothing but deadheads in 
the house.”’—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


spoke up the young man, 
—Detroit Free Press. ° 


Another Reason—‘ They call her the 
human graphophone.”’ 

“Just because she buzzes a bit?” 

“Tt’s on account of the airs she puts on.” 

Kansas City Journal. 


Why—lIndignant customer—Barber, why 
did you drop that steaming towel on my 
face? 

Barbe r Bec ause it was too hot to hold, 
sir Boston Globe. 


Politics—“I always like to meet a fel- 
low who came from a farm,” remarked 
Cc ongressman Flubdub. 

“Veg?” 

“Yes. You can advise him to go back 
to it if he isn’t a success, and congratulate 
him on leaving it if he is.’-—Louisville Cou- 
rier-J ournal. 


No Kick Coming VW abe! —So you 
asked papa for my hand? Did he give 
you any encouragement? 

Arthur—Well, no, but he gave me a drink 
and a cigar, so I had no kick coming. 
New York Times. 


Making Headway—“ Making any prog- 
ress toward getting acquainted with those 
fashionable people next door?” 

“Just a little. Their cat invited our cat 
over to a musicale last night.”,-—A bout Town. 


In Naval Terms—“ That is the rhinoc- 
eros. See his armored hide?” 

“Um. And what’s this?” 

“The giraffe.” 

“Gee! He's got a periscope.” 
City Journal. 


Kansas 


“Mrs. Van Wombat’s buffet lunch made 
a hit with the men present.” 

“Something new?’ 

“*At a woman’s lunch, yes. In addition 
to the fruit salads and mac aroons, she pro- 
vided a few ham sandwiches.’ 

Pittsburgh Post. 


What She Needed—WM istress—What do 
we need for dinner? 

Servant—Sure, ma’am, and I’ve tripped 
over the rug an’ we need a new set of dishes. 


Philadelphia Evening Ledger. 
Father’s Advice—‘I told father I loved 


you more than any girl I’ve ever met 

‘And what did father say?” 

“He said to try and meet some more 
girls.”’—Puget Sound Trail 


“Do you believe in luck? 
“Of course, I do. Aren’t the other fel- 
lows getting it all the time? 
—Detroit Free Press. 





GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER 


** Its purity has made it famous" 
50c the case of six glass stoppered bottles. (apvVT) 














Moviegrins for Movie Fans 




















FILM FUN 


the magazine of the happy side of the 
movies, has the honor of presenting you 
with this little booklet of screen-screams. 








Film Fun shows you all your phcto-play 
friends, picturing them in their latest 
ventures—on the stage and off—with strik- 
ing photographs and clever interviews. 


Film Fun costs one dollar a year. With 
each subscription goes this little volume of 
‘Moviegrins,”’ pleasingly bound and bound 
to please. Pin a dollar to the coupon and 
send it in. 


FILM FUN 


One dollar a Year. 25c for 3 months. 10c a copy 
eT eeene eee ee ee ee hme UD UD. U2 2 2 


FILM FUN, 225 Fifth Ave., New York 
I enclose $1. Enter my subscription for one year, and send me 
Moviegrins as adverti 











ll ll 




















* Heart of the Sunset, 
ing and fascinating romance 


by 


smashing fine story, filled with 


hu 


an 


HA 





** Wonderfully timely is the 


’ a thrill- 


Rex Beach. It is a 


mor, thrilling situations, 
d a great and tender love.” 
Boston Globe. 


Illustrated. $1.35 net 


RPER & BROTHERS 
Established 1817 

















Just 


Out 








WITH CARE 


HANDLE 








By 


An engaging story of a woman 


wh 
life 


wa 


human interest that characterized 


the 


ing 


HARPER & BROTHERS 


Margaret Turnbull 


a man’s 


hold of 


in spite of warnings that it 


o dared take 


s explosive. Full of the warm 


author’s earlier novel, ‘ Look- 


After Sandy.” 


Frontispiece. $1.35 net 


Established 1817 

















WANTED AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME | 


simple thing 
you wealth. 


Your Patent and Your Money.” 
aeys, 


Dept. 12 


they may bring 
“How to Get 
Patent Attor- 


Protect 
“Needed Inventions” and 
Randolph & Co., 
9, Washington, D. C. 


to patent your ideas, 


Write for 





PAPER WAREHOUSE 


20 Be 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


*kman Street, New York 


ALL 


Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouses 


KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 


and 32 Clinton Street. Newark, N. J. 


Stories with Smiles 
Piedwick and Etheldita—It was the 


second Tuesday of the first month of their 
married life. 

He had just returned from the horrid, 
horrid office and now they were facing each 
other across their cozy, wozey little dining 
table in the dining room, tastefully furnished 
in the style of Oscar II. 

“Piedwick,”” she pouted, ‘you haven’t 
said a word about the dinner that I cooked 
for you with my eenie, weeny own hands, 
you haven’t, you haven’t.” 

“My love!” he cried, the light of an in- 
expressible admiration shining from all his 
“IT never tasted such a magnolius, 
scrumptious, absolutely very-good-Eddy 
dinner in my life. I never even smelt one. 
My angel, the man who could be insensible 
to these incomparably prepared viands and 
foodstuffs would be a dog, an ingrate, a 
traitor and a boob x 

He suddenly threw on the check rein. 

Etheldita was crying! 

“You only love me for my cooking!” 
sobbed. 

And to show his absolute neutrality, he 
had to slam his face down in his spaghetti, 
and she came over and picked the pieces off 
and all was serene for eight minutes. 

Chicago Daily News. 


eyes, 


she 


Turkey—It was somewhere along the 
battle front, and a young German lieutenant 
and his orderly were on patrol duty. One 
day they had ridden for fourteen hours with 
not a bite of food. At nightfall they came 
to a battery of heavy artillery. Here they 
dismounted and asked for supper. The 
captain in charge of the battery bid them 
welcome, and remarked: ‘You can have 
some nice turkey for your supper after your 
long fast.’ The meat was produced and the 
lieutenant took large mouthful. As he 
began to chew he glanced up suspiciously 
at the captain. “I beg your pardon, cap- 
tain, but did I understand you to say that 
this was turkey?” ‘Certainly, lieutenant, 
it isturkey.”” The lieutenant ate some more, 
and then said: “Are you really sure, Herr 
Captain, that this is turkey?” ‘Oh, quite 
sure, Herr Lieutenant. Of course it’s 
turkey.”” The lieutenant ate some more, 
and then, thanking the captain for his 
hospitality, he turned to his orderly. “ Fritz,” 
he said, “saddle our turkeys.” —Argonaut. 


Unsafe—tThe editor in charge of the 
Personal Inquiry column opened his seven- 
tieth letter with a groan. 


“T have lost three husbands,” a lady 
reader had written, confidentially, “and 
now have the offer of a fourth. Shall I 


accept him?”’ 
The editor dipped his pen in the ink. 
This was the last straw. 


“If you've lost three husbands,” he 
wrote, “I should say you are much too 
careless to be trusted with a fourth.” 

Tit--Bits. 


Another Famous Battle—A party of 
prominent St. Louis citizens and officials 
recently went to Monks’ Mound, near 
Cahokia, Ill., where it is said a great Indian 





Sliced Oranges with a dash of Abbott's Bitters are appe- 
tizing and healthful Sample s of bitters by mail, 25 cts. in 
stamps. C.W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. (ADV.) 











No one on earth can mix two 
cocktails equally well by guess- 
work. The whole charm of a 
cocktail is in the smoothness 
that comes from accurate blend- 
ing and aging. 

That is why Club Cocktails are 
always fine and smooth—mixed 
to measure—of the best liquors 


—then aged in wood. 
Get your favorite kind at your 
dealer's. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BROTHER 
New York Hartford London 
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OLD Overholt Rye! 

and quinine is an unfailing 
remedy in curing colds and pre- 
venting serious developments. 


Old Overholt Rye 


“Same for 100 years” 
proves invaluable and saves 
many a doctor’s bill. It pos- 
sesses decidedly strengthen- 
ing qualities and should be in 
the home, at all times, for 
emergencies. Aged in the 
wood, bottled in bond. 


A.Overholt &Co.,Pittsburgh,Pa. 
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Corks CGars 


“MADE AT KEY GARS 
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Canada, be 


ing to the 


GOODERHAM & WORTS (Limited), 


PERSONAL 

Toronto, 
to announce that the whisky they are now send- 
nited States is TEN YEARS OLD. 














Good taste is reflected 
in the choice of Repetti 
Chocolates, which please 
the most discriminating. 
Beautifully designed boxes 
in perfect harmony with 
the various assortments. 


At your dealers 


SEN \\WS—_ 


30 W. 34th St. Sth Ave. and 42nd St. 
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$ 50 SPECIAL! Genuine Ama ® 
39= Diamond Ring,Won- 
derful Value, 14K Gold. 
Lowest ~ grea anety 
test time- offer in 
U. 8. on all famous Alfred Ware Guaranteed 
Rings. All Stytes. Brilliant, per- 
-eut diamonds. Money back 30 days if 
wanted. Sensation' 


17 Jewel ELGIN, *L2=— 








Free Trial 


PIEDMONT RED CEDAR CHESTS 
Your choice of 100 styles of the 
famous Piedmont genuine South- 
ern Red Cedar Chests. 15 days’ 
wee trial. We pay the freight 

\ Piedmont protects furs, woolens 
New Cata! and plumes from moths, mice, 
Reduced Price dust and damp. Distinctively beautiful 
Finest gift toany woman. Write today 
for our big new 56-0ag> ry reduced Statecyille N. 


Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co., Dept. 50, States lle, N. C. 
‘**E-Z’’ Coin Safety Self-Filler Pen 


A new safety self-filler for every man, at any man's price To fill 
merely insert coin or other article in slot and press once. Safety Cap 
sae leak if cartied point down. Holder of Diamond Chased 

ulcanized Rubber. 14 Kt. Gold Pen. Every part guaranteed 
Neo. 316 Vest-Pocket size $1.75. No. 316 Regular size $2.00. 
Free Catalogue Agents Wanted 
4. 4. ULLRICH 4 CO. 27 Thames St.. NEW YORK 


os Ee UAL KNOWLEDGE 
A $2 BOOK FOR ONLY $ 


By Winfield Scott Hall, Ph. D. Noted Avthority and Lecturer. PLAIN 
TRUTHS OF SEX LIFE that young men and young women, young 
wives and hushands, fathers, mothers. teachers and nurses should know. Ses 
facets bitherte misundersteed. Complete 320 pages—illustrated. In plain 
wrapper. Onlv $1. postage 10 cents extra 

AMERICAN PUBLISHING CO., 209 Winston Bidg., Philadelphia 

















battle was fought. After a trip to the mound 
Russell E. Gardner and a party of friends 
decided to visit the scene of the redmen’s 
battle. Meeting a native of the place Gard- 
ner said: 

“Say, my good fellow, can you direct us 
to .the exact spot of the famous battle 
fought in this locality?” 

“Well, Dll be gol durned,”’ was the 
unexpected reply of the countryman. “I did 
have a set-to with a fresh lightning rod agent, 
but I never thought it had reached St. 
Louie.’’—St. Louis Globe-Democrat. 


Cause and Effect—Grayce and Mayme, 
ladies of the chorus, were on a day car, 
making the Wheeling-to-Cleveland jump, 
somewhat surrounded by a mass of Sunday 
papers, with colored feature sections. 

Presently Grayce abstained from frolick- 
ing with her gum for a few seconds and said: 
“Look here, girlie, a guy—professor, I 
guess—says that in a thousand years there 
won't be any blondes in the world.” 

‘‘Hum,” said Mayme, and went on read- 
ing a story of a man in Dogon, Neb., who 
has a house built out of land turtle shells. 

“Yes—what do you think of it?” re- 
joined Grayce. 

“Why, how does he know there won’t 
be any drug stores a thousand years from 
now?”—Columbus Dispatch. 


Her Idea—“ Now, wife, if we are going 
into the poultry business, here is an oppor- 
tunity. Neighbor Wombat has some hens 
he will sell up cheap.” 

“Oh. I wouldn’t get second-hand fowls. 
Better start with new models, I say.”— 
Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Like Many Another—He had just 
taken his first cold bath. 

““Now,” said he to himself, “I must go 
down town and brag about the cold bath I 
take every morning.”—Detroit Free Press. 
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What do you know about 
the United States Army 
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Are you willing to enlist? 
Are you willing to “prepare”? 
Ten minutes with Leslie’s will 
put you in touch with the men 
at Washington who are making 
the laws that may decide these 
questions for you. 

Leslie’s prints a terse review of 
the news of the week and pictures 
it with photographs from every 
part of the world—photographs 
that show you what the dailies 
can only hope to describe. 

Its striking pictures, its infor- 
mative departments and its wise 
and conservative editorial policy 
have made Leslie’s welcome in 
more than 410,000 good homes. 
Leslie’s belongs on your reading 
table. Five dollars with the 
coupon below brings it for a year. 


slie’s 
Illustrated Weekly Newspaper 


225 Fifth Avenue New York 


Leslie's, 225 Fifth Ave., New York 


Send me Leslie's for one year, for which I enclose $5.00. 


Address... cc ccccccccccccceccetecececessseeeees 

















Why be Sixty-five in Body when 
Less than Thirty in Years? 


You are Only as Young as Your 
Cells are Alive, Energized and Plastic 


Why Take Less Than Your Full Share of Life and Pleasure? 


Are you living a full and successful life? Why not always be 
at your best?—thoroughly well, energetic? Why not invest in 
yourself and make the most of your every opportunity? It is 
easy when you know how. The Swoboda System points the 
way. It requires no drugs, no appliances, no dieting, no study, 
no loss of time, no special bathing; there is nothing to worry 
you. It gives ideal mental and physical conditions without in- 
convenience or trouble. 


The Successful and Enjoyable Life 


Your living, enjoying and earning power depends entirely upon 
your energy, health, vitality, memory and will power. The 
Swoboda System can make you tireless, improve your memory, 
intensify your will power, and make you physically just as you 
ought to be. I promise it. 


Not Self-Conservation, But Self-Evolution 


Early to Bed and Early to Rise may have at one time made 
man healthy, wealthy and wise, but now, it is otherwise. To- 
day, early to bed and early to rise and regularity of habits gives 
a man high blood pressure, hardening of the arteries, and makes 
him mentally narrow, irritable and too ready to criticise—pre- 
mature old age and early demise. 

Nowadays, as in truth always, if a man desires to be healthy, 
wealthy and wise he must evolutionize. 


What Others Have to Say: 


“Conscious Evolution has done all for me that you promised and I am simply radiating 
hardly believe it myself, it has made such a great change in me. I am 
I have been for twenty years and am chuck full of energy and am- 
a burden to me in the past are now easy and a pleasure. I have no 
vw to the birds, bit if you were to offer me one thousand dollars in good 
it me back where I was before beginning your system, I would say, *‘ Nothing 
»y the work you have mapped out for me and am impatient to get at it 

“I shall be sixty-six years old next August and if 
you were to see me right now you would say, ‘forty,’ 
and, as a fact, I am better, stronger, and have more 
energy than the average man at forty. I have only 
you and your system to thank for these things, and I 
want to thank you from the very bottom of a grateful 
heart for what you have done forme. I am a man now 
in every sense of the word, whereas I was only a frac- 
tion of a man and a small fraction before profiting thru 
Conscious Evolution.” 
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“The strangest part of it all is that my hearing is 
greatly improved. The miuscles of my shoulders, back 
and abdomen are immense, and I have forgotten that 
I have a liver, kidneys, heart or any other organs, ex- 
cept my stomach, which makes a loud cal! three times 
aday. I have lost all desire for stimulants.”’ 


“One year ago I was an old man of forty; today I 


am a youth at forty-one. 


“I must state that the principle of your system is 
the most scientific, and at the same time the simplest I 
have ever heard. You do not misrepresent one single 
word in vour advertising.” 


“When I tell some of my friends how quickly I 
was benefited by Conscious Evolution, they do not 
believe me. They think I exaggerate.”’ 


‘I feel that I must express once more my sincerest 
and warmest appreciation of the benefit you have 
given me. Had anyone told me that I could possess 
such fine quality of body and such development as I 
do at present, after nine weeks of Conscious Evolution, 
I would have said that they were raving mad. You 
have proved beyond the shadow of a doubt that you 
can do everything you say; in fact, I believe you really 
do more than you promise. Results have been so 


Ven and 
Women of 


All Ages 


Profit startling in my case that I feel that I have been born 
: again. At the time of writing I feel full of life, energy 
Through and ambition. My body has assumed a most graceful 
a shape of which I am more than proud and thank the 
« day that I ever heard of you. I could write you a whole 
Evolution lot about your Conscious Evolution, I feel so thankful. 


There is no better value on God's earth than what you 
offer, and anyone who doubts your statements must be 
indeed more than skeptical. I would consider it an 
honor to have you use my letters in every way you 
think fit.” 


Why Become Prematurely Old 


in Whole or in Part? 


Age in Years and Age in Body 
are Not Identical 


Ponce de Leon’s 
Fountain of Youth 
Died With Him. 
Your fountain of 
youth will die with 
you. Each man’s 
fountain of youth is 
within himself. 
Through Conscious 
Evolution only can 
you drink to the full 
of the fountain of 
youth. 


What Others 
Have to Say: 


**I am seventy-one years of age, 
and in three weeks your system 
has apparently made a new man 
of me. I am so enthusiastic over 
Conscious Evolution that it is diffi- 
cult for me to control myself, and 
not do more than you say. I want to i : 
thank you for the interest you are taking in my case. When I wrote you for your instructions 
I was in a very desperate condition. I have never been sorry for one minute that I have 
written you. On the contrary, I want to thank you for what you are doing for me. I am getting 
along fine; I am a wonder to myselt. It does not seem possible that there could be such a 
change in any one in such a short time.” 


Conscious Evolution 








My New Copyrighted Book is Free 


It explains THE SWOBODA SYSTEM OF CONSCIOUS EVOLU- 
TION and the human body as it has never been explained before. 
It explains MY NEW THEORY OF THE BODY AND THE MIND. 
It will startle, educate, and enlighten you. 


My book explains HIGH BLOOD PRESSURE and HARDEN- 
ING OF THE ARTERIES, as well as OLD AGE conditions and 
how to overcome them. 


You will cherish this book for having given you the first real 
understanding of your body and mind. It shows how you may 
be able to obtain a superior life; it explains how you may make 
use of natural laws for your own advantage. 


My book will give you a better understanding of yourself than 
you could obtain from a college course. The information which 
it imparts cannot be obtained elsewhere at any price. It shows 
the unlimited possibilities for you through conscious evolution 
of your cells; it explains my discoveries and what they are doing 
for men and women. Thousands have advanced themselves in 
every way through a better realization and conscious use of the 
principles which I have discovered and which I disclose in my 
book. It tells what Conscious Evolution means and what it 
may do for you. It also explains the DANGERS OF EXERCISE 
and of EXCESSIVE DEEP BREATHING. 


I offer my System on a basis which makes it impossible for 
you to lose a single penny. My guarantee is startling, specific, 
positive and fraud-proof. 


Write for my FREE BOOK and full particulars today before it 
slips your mind. Make up your mind to at least learn the facts 
concerning the SWOBODA SYSTEM OF CONSCIOUS EVOLU- 
TION for men and women. 


ALOIS P. SWOBODA, 1396 Aeolian Hall, N. Y. 
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These few lines and notes of music were addressed by Jenny Lind to her poet 
friend Bayard Taylor, and are among the most precious souvenirs in existence. 


Jenny Lind singing at Castle Garden in 185] 


All that remains of Jenny Lind is her picture, her autograph, and memories dear to all who ever heard 
her sing. 


Her greatest charm—her wondrously sweet and melodious voice—is gone forever. 

How different had she lived in the present day! 

The Victrola Would have preserved her beautiful Yoice to posterity, just as it has Tamagno’s, Plancon’s, Gerville-Reache’s, 
Gilibert’s; just as it does the other great singers of the world. 

You can hear them today on the Victrola whenever you wish; and generation after generation will keep on hearing them 


though the artists themselves will be forever silent. 
Any Victor dealer in ary city in the world will gladly play any music you wish to hear and demonstrate the various styles of 


the Victor and Victrola—$10 to $400. 
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Victor Talking Machine Co., Camden, N. J.. U.S.A. 


Berliner Gramophone Co., Montreal, Canadian Distributors 
Always use Victor Machines with Victor Records and Victor Needles— 


the combination. There is no other way to get the unéqualed Victor tone. 


Victrola 
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